MEN OF POWER

began to subside. But the fast went on. His friends
of all religions came and besought him to have mercy
upon himself. He asked them to pray more and to
sing for him the hymns sung by the simple village
peasants of his own province. One of these hymns he
loved ran,

The way of the Lord is for heroes; it is not meant for

cowards.
Offer first your life and your all; then take the name of

the Lord.
He only tastes of the Divine Cup who gives up his son,

his wife, his wealth, and his own life.
For verily he who seeks for pearls must dive to the

bottom of the sea, endangering his very existence.
Death he regards as naught; he forgets all the miseries

of mind and body.
He who stands on the shore, fearing to take the plunge,

attains naught.
The pathway of love is the ordeal of fire.   The shrink-

ers turn away from it.
Those who take the plunge into the fire attain eternal

bliss.
Those who stand afar off, looking on, are scorched by

the flames.
Love is a priceless thing, only to be won at the cost of

death.
Those who live to die, these attain; for they have shed

all thoughts of self.
Those heroic souls who are rapt in the love of the Lord,

they are the true lovers.

His courage renewed by such hymns and the prayers of
the leaders of all faiths, he persevered day after day.
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